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SYNOPS|S.

A curlous crowd of neighbors Invade
the mysterlous home of J‘usl{o Ostrander,
county judge and eccentrie recluse, fol-
lowlng n velled womnn who proves to be
the widow of a man trled before the judge
and electrocuted for murder years before
Her danghier s engaged to the Judge's
son, froi wiom he is estrangead, but the
thurder s between the lovers, Bhe plans
to elear her husband's memory and nsks
the Judge's ald. Deborah SBcovllle reads
the newspaper ctipxlnga telling the story
of the murder of Igernon Etherldge by
John Bcoville in  Dark Hollow, twelve
yeara bofore. The judge and Mrs. Sco-
ville meet at Spencer's Folly and she
shows him how, on the day of the mur-
der, she saw the shadow of a man, whit-
tling a stick and wearing n long peaked
eap. The judge engages hor and her
dnu%hl(-r Reuthur to llve with him in his
mysterlous home. Deborah and her law-
yer, Black, go to the police statlon and
sec the stick used to murder Btherldge.
She dlscovers a broken knife-blade point
embedded In It. Deborah and Reuther EBO
to live with the Judge. Deborah sees a
Em'tmll of Ollver, the judge's son, with a

ck band painted ncross the eyes, That
night she finds, In Oliver's room, a cap
with a peak llke the shadowed one, anil
2 knife with a broken blade-point, Anon-
{moua letters and n tallkc *with Mliss
Veels Incérease her susplclons and fears,
Bhe finds that Oliver was In the ravine
on the murder night, Biack warns her

g?dushowa her other anonymous letters
n

ng at Ollver's gullt,

CHAPTER X!—Continued,

“Madam, we have sald our gay on
this subject. If you have come to see
the matter as I see it, I can but con-
gratulate you upon your good sense,
and express the hope that it will con-
tinue to prevail. Reuther Is worthy
of the best—" he stopped abruptly.
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“Reuther is a girl after my own heart,” |

he gently supplementawi, with a glance
toward his papers lying In a bundle at
hie elbow, “and she shall not suffer
because of this disappointment to her
girlish hopes. Tell her so with my
love.”

It was a plain disinissal. Mrs. Sco-
ville took it as such, and quietly left
the room. As she did so she was ap-
proached by Reuther, who handed her
a letter which had just been delivered.
It wes from Mr, Black, and read thus:

%'e have found the rogue and have suc-
caeded In Inducing him to leave town.
He's & man In the bill-sticking buslness
aad he owns to a grievance against the
prraon we kKnow,

. Deborah’s sleep that night was with-
ou¥ dreams.

« L] » » » [ ] L

A'bout this time the restless pacing
of the jidge In his study at nights
became more frequent and lasted
longer. In vain Reuther played her
‘most cheerful alrs and sang her sweet-
est songs, the monotonous tramp kept
up with a regularity nothing could
break,

“He's worrled by the big case now
being ftrled before him,” Deborah
would say, when Reuther's eyes grew
wide and misty in her sympathetic
trouble. And there was no improb-
ability in the plea, for it was a case
of much moment, and of great local
Interest. A man was on trial for his
life and the circumstances of the case
were such that the feeling called forth
was unusually bitter; so much so, in-
deed, that every word uttered by the
counsel and every decision made by
the judge were discussed from one
end of the county to the other, and in
Shelby, if nowhere else, took prece-
dence of all other toples, though it
was a presidential year and party
sympathies ran high,

The more thoughtful spirits were in-
clined to belleve In the innocence of
the prisoner; but the lower elements
of the town, moved by class prejudice,
were bitterly antagonistic to his cause
and loud for hi# conviction,

The time of Judge Ostrander’s office
wag nearly up, and his future continu-
ance on the bench might very easily
depend upon lls attitude at the pres-
ent hearing. ¥et he, without apparent
recognition of this fact, showed with-
out any hesitAncy or possibly without
self-consclourness, the sympathy he
felt for the rnan at the bar, and ruled
accordingly almost without variation.

A week yasged, and the community
was all agog, in anticipation of the
judge's cehirge in the case just men-
tioned. 1If was to be given at noon,
and Mrs, Scoville, conscious that he
had not slept an hour the night bo-
fore (baving crept down more than
once to [isten If his step had ceased),
approached him as he prepared to
leave for the courtroom and anxiously
asked if he were quite well,

"Oh, yes, I'm well,” he responded
sharply, looking about for Reuther.

The young girl was standing a li(tle
behind him, wlith his gloves In her
hand—a custom: she had fallen into
in her desire to havo his last look and
fond gooud morning.
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He Wae Company All Right.
“Make yourself perfectly at home.
We don’t look on you as company."”
“Don’t belleve ‘em, mister. They
made me wash my face and hands
Just because you were coming to sup-
per 1] § d

f The Trouble, i

i ‘Now, let me tell you about thig new
fiat of mine, [t came direct from-—"
i ""You needn't go all over that again,’
Anybody to 100k at you ¢an see you've

fot Parwma on ‘the brafn,"

olow

"Come here, child,” saild he, in a
way to make her heart beat; and,
as he took the gloves from her hand,
he stooped and kissed her on the fore-
hegd—something. he had never done
before. “Let me see you smile,” sald
he. “It's a memory I like to take with
me into the courtroom.”

But when. in her pure delight at his
caress and the fatherly feeling which
gave a tremor to his simple request,
she lifted her face with that angelic
look of hers which wabk far sweeter
and far more moving than any smile,
he turned away abruptly, as though
he had been more hurt than comfort-
ed, and strode out of the house with-
out another word,

Morning passed and the noon camej
bringing Deborah an iIncreased un-
casiness. When lunch was over and
Reuther sat down to her plano, the
feeling had grown Into an obsession,
which had soon resolved itself into a
definite fear. She found herself so
restless that she declded upon golng
out. Donning her quletest gown and
vell, she slipped out of the front door,
hardly knowing whither: her feet
would carry her,

They did not carry her far—not at
this moment, at least. On the walk
outside she met Mlss Weeks hurrying
toward her from the corner, stumbling

“"Come i-lere, Child,” Sald He, In a
Way to Make Her Heart Beat.

in her excitement. At sight of Debo-
rah's figure she paused and threw up
her hands. |

"Oh, Mrs. Scoville, such a dreadful
thing!" she crled. “Lonk here!" And,
opening one of her hands, she showed
a few torn scraps of paper whose
familiarity made Deborah's blopd run
cold.

“On the bhridge,” gasped the little
Iady, leaning against the fence for
support. “Pasted on the railing of
the bridge, 1 should never have seen
it, nor looked at it, if it hadn't been
that 1—"

“Don’t tell me here,” urged Debo-
rah. "Lelt's go over to your house.
See, there are people coming.”

Once In the house, Deborah allowed
her full apprehension to show Iitself.

“What were the words? What was
on the paper? Anything about—"

The little woman's look of horror
stopped her,

“It's a He, an awful, Abominable lie,
But think of such a lie being pasted
up on that dreadful bridge for anyone
to see. After twelve years, Mra. Sco-
ville! After—"

“Mlss Weeks-—" Ah, the oll of
that golden speech on troubled wa-
ters! What was ite charm? “Let me
see those lines or what there Is left
of them 8o that I may share your
feelings. They must be dreadful—"

“They are more than dreadful, They
are for the kitehen fire. Walt s mo-
ment and then we will talk."”

But Deborah

had no mind to let
these pleces eseape her eye. Nor did
shie fafl. At the end of fifteen min-

utes she had the torn bits of paper
arranged In thelr proper position and
was reading these words:

The scene of Ollve der's erlme,

“The beginning of the end!” was
Deborah's thought, “If, after Mr.

TESTS QUALIT

Black's efforts, a charge llke this 1a'

found posted up in the public ways,
the ruln of the Ostranders is deter-
mined upon, and nothing we can do
can stop it." 6]

In flve minutes moro she had said
good-by to Miss Weelts and was on
her way to the courthouse. As she
approached it she was still further
alarmed by finding this square full of
people, standing in groups or walk-
Ing impatiently up and down with
thelr eyes fixed on the courthousa
doors. Within, there was the uneasy
hum, the anxlous look, the subdued
movement which marks an universal
suspense.  Announcement had been
made that the jury had reached thelr
verdict, and counsel were resuming
their places and the judge hip seat,

Those who had eyes only for the
latter—and these were many—noticed
a change In him, He Woked older by
years than when he delivered his |
charge. Not the prisoner himself
gave greater evidence of the effect
which this hour of waiting had had
upon a heart whose covered griefs
were, consciously or unconsclously, re-
vealing themselves to the publlc eye.
He did not wish this man sentenced.
This was shown by his charge—the
most one-slded one he had given in
all his career,

Silence, that awful precursor of
doom, lay in all its weight upon every
ear and heart, as the clerk, advancing
with the cry, “Order in the court,” put
his momentous question:

“Gentlemen of the jury,
ready with your verdict?"

A hush!—then, the clear voice of
the foreman:

“"We are,”

"How do you find?
guilty ?”

Another hesitation. Did the fore-
man feel the threat lurking in the alr
about him? 1If so, he failed to show
it In his tones as he uttered the words
which released the prigsoner:

“Not guilty.”

A growl from the crowd, almost like
that of a beast stirring in fits lair,
then a quick cessation of all hubbub
a8 every one turned to the judge to |
whose one-sided charge they attrib-
uted this release.

Deborah experienced in her quiet
corner no alleviation of the fear which
had brought her Into this forbidding
spot and held her breathless through
these formalities,

For the end was not yet. Through
all the turmolil of noisy departure and

are you

Guilty or not

the drifting out into the square of a
vast, dissatisfied throng, she had
caught the flash of a bit of paper (how
introduced into this moving mass of
people no one ever knew) passing
from hand to hand, toward the eoll-
tary figure of the judge, its delay as
it reached the open space between the
last row of seats and the judge's
bench and its final delivery by some
officlous hand, who thrust it upon his
notice just as he was rising to leave.

Deborah saw his finger tear its way
through the envelope and his eyes fall
frowningly on the paper he drew out.

Then the people’s counsel and the
counsel for the defense and such
clerks and hangers-on as still lingered
In the upper room experienced a de-
cided sensation.

The judge, who a moment before
had towered above them all in mel-
ancholy but impressive dignity, shrunk
with one gasp into feebleness and
sank back stricken, 1f not uncon-
sclous, into his chair.

It happened suddenly and showed
her the same flgure she had scen once
before—a man with faculties sus-
pended, bul not impaired, facing them
all with open gaze but absolutely dead
for the moment to his own condition
and to the world about.

But, horrible as this was, what she
saw going on behind him was infinite-
ly worse. A man had caught up the
bit of paper Judge Ostrander had let
fall from his hand and was opening
his lips to read it to the curious people
surrounding bim.

She tried to stop him. She forced
a cry to her lips which should have
rung through the room, but which
died away on the air unheard. The
terror which had paralyzed her lmbs '
had choked her voice,

But her ears remained true. Low ag
he spoke, no trumpet-call could have
made its meaning clearer to Deborah
Scoville than did these words:

We know why vyou favor ecrlminals.
Twelve yeurs Is u long time,  but not long
enough to minke wise men forget, 1

CHAPTER XII.

“The Misfortunes of My House.”

Schooled as most of them were to
face with minds secure and tempers
quite unruflled the countless surprises
of a courtroom, the persons within
hearing paled at the Insinuation con- !
veyed in these two sentences, and with |
scarcely the interchange of a glance or
word, drew aside in a silence which no
man seemed inclined to break.

one which had just relersed 1o ‘ree-
dom a man seemingly deomed.

Few persong were now left In the
great room, and Deboral, embarrassed
to find that she was the only woman
present, was on the point cf edcaping
from her cornor when she percelved a
movement take place in the rigid torm
from which shé had not yet withdrawn
Ler eyes, and, regarding Judge Os-
trander more Attentiyely, Lhe caught
the gleam of his suspicious eyes as
he glanced this vay and that to see if
Lis lapse of consciousness had been
noticed by those about him.

Wherever the jucdze looked he saw
abstracted facos and busy hanids, and,
taking heart at not finding himself
watched, he started to rise Then
memory came—blasting, overwhelm-
Ing memory of the letter he lad been
reading; and, rousing with a start, he
looked down at his hand, then at the
floor before him, and, seeing the letter
lying there, picked it up with a secret,
sidelong glance to right and left,
whieh sank .deep into the heart of the
still watchful Deborah

If those about him saw, they made
no motion. Not an eye looked round
and not a head turned as he straight-
ened himself and proceeded to leave
the room. Only Deborah noted how
his steps faltered and how little he
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He Assumed Some Show of His Old
Commanding Presence.

was to be trusted to find his way um
gulded to the door. It lay to the right
and he was going left. Now he stum-
bles—isn't there any one to—yes, she
is mot the sole one on watch. The
same man who had read aloud the
note and then dropped it within reach,
had stepped after him, and kindly, it
artfully, turned him towards the
proper place of exit. As the two dls-
appear, Deborah wakes from her
trance, and, finding herself alone
among the seats, hurries to quit her

corner and leave the building.

The glare—the noifse of the square,
as she dashes down into it seems for
the moment unendurable. The push.
ing, panting mass of men and women
of which she has now become a part,
closes about her, and for the moment
she can see nothing but faces—f{nces
with working miouths and blazing eyes.
Thick as the crowd'was in front, it
was even thicker here, and far mors
tumultuous. Word had gone about
that the father of Oliver Ostrander
had been given his lesson at last, anid
the curiosity of the populace had risen
to fever-heat in their anxiety to ses
how the proud Ostrander would bear
himself in his precipitate downfall.
They had ecrowded there Lo sce and
they would see.

He was evidently not prepared to
see his path quite so heavily marken
out for him by the gaping throng; but
after one look, he assumed some show
of his old commanding presence ani
advanced bravely down the steps, aw-
ing some and silencing all, until he
had reached his carrlage step and the
protection of the oflicera on guard.

Then a hoot rose from some far-off
quarter of the square, and he turned
short about and the people saw his
face. Despair had seized it, and if
any one there desired vengeance, he
had it. The knell of active life had
been rung for this man. He would
never remount the courthouse steps,
or face again a respectful jury,

(IO BE CONTINULED,)
What an Author Does.
Margaret Turnbull, author of the re-

| cently published novel, “Looking After

Sandy,” is a belicver In the “back ta
the country” slogan—that lg, tempo-
rarily. . "1 run down to the country,”
she says, “whenever I want to write--«

As for the people still huddled in the
doorway, they rushed away helier-skel. !
ter into the atreet, there to proclaim'!
the judge's condition and its probable
cause-——an event which to many quite
aclipsed in interest the more ovdinary '

whether summer or winter—away
from telephoue and all other distrae-
tions of the town. I find that the only
way to get a lot of work done. 1| 1ika
to wall, play tennis, row, dance—and
cook. Otherwise I'm just like evory-
body else.”
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IES OF CLOTH

English Town, It Is Clalmed, Has
Machine That Makes It Possible
to Tell Value of Goods.

A machine for testing the wearing
quallty of cloth has been produced In
Bradford, Fngland. It may be found
of Interest to American firms which
manufacture, dell or use textile fab.
rlas,  Relatlve wepring qualities of

different pfeces of| cloth may be de-

S S———r et et e .

termined by placiag them in the ma
chine and giving tsem a uniform num
bor of rubs, perhaps two hundred
each. This makeu It possible to com-
pare one kind of cloth with its Imiti
tion, or to compare cloth samples of
the same character from differcnt
milla,

A pleco of cloth 18 elafaped in a
rigld jaw and passes over a rubbing

surface formed by dull blades set In a
cylinder. This cylinder makes ono
revolution clockwise, then one in the
opposite direction, and this is record-
ed by a counter as one rub. The other
end of the cloth 8 clamped to a
roller, on which is placed the quad-
rant, from which Sny number of
welghts can be sugspended, and thus
put the ecloth in tension. The ma.
chine ecan be driven by an electric
motor When the cloth Is worn

through the machine automutically
qtopsa.

These Three Women Tell How They
Es::apec‘lae the Dreadful Ordeal of

Surgical Operations.

peculiar to their sex.

egetable Compound. Here

trouble
marrie li

way. I give you
il because
| —Mrs. Frep Buiu

th femals
said I would have to under
without help so when I read about the Ve

troubles that I coul

it had done for others I thought I

—Mrs, "

HOS.

an o

If

Med, Co.(confidential),

sick women should read them.

Marinettic, Wis.h——“l' went tot};he fdocttt}r.; n?sﬁg
he told me I must have an operation for a

and I hated to have it done as I had been
only a short time.
pains and my_hands and feet were cold all the
time. I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound and was cured, and I feel better in every

am so thankful that

Hospitals are great and necessary institutions, but the
should be the last resort for women who suffer with ills
' Many letters on file in the Pinkham
Laboratory at Lynn, Mass,, prove that a great number of
women after they have been re
operation have been made well b

mmended to submit to an
Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
are three such letters. All

I would have terrible

nission to publish my name
nl Ipfecl well Yagain.”
NxE, Marinette, Wis.

0 DatmitvMich.-ﬁ“}thn I ?ITISt took Lyd(iid'wE-n
v | am’” et o Compoun Was 580 Tun ao 3

i L%le ﬁot. do a!l:}?thlng, and our doctor
an operation.

I could hardly walk
table Compound and what
would try it I got a bottle of

ia K. Pinkham’ getablo Compound and a package of Lydia E.
%ﬁﬁ?ﬁm&%ﬁ&?&l\i ‘{f':gh :de useld them according to dlreat.ions;;
They helped me and today Iam able to do all my work and Iam well.

Dwyer, 989 Milwaukee Ave., East, Detroit, Mich.

Bellevue, Pa.—“ I suffered more than tongue can tell with terrible
i aing and inflammation.
Eﬁg;lg. %Jﬁ]:g?hi‘:s same story, that I never could get well without
ration and I just dreaded the thought of that. I also tried a
good many other medicines that were recommended to me and none
of them helped me until a firienq ﬂi.d‘nsed me to give Lydia E. Pinlk-
'’ ble Compound a trial. The 0
lggﬁ?nsg%uﬁhanow I dg,rgt know what it is to be sick any more i:.n(}fl
am picking up in weight. I am 20 years old and weigh 1456 pounds.
It will bo tho greatest pleasure to me if 1 can hm,.;e the oppor-
tunity to recommend it to any other suffering woman.”—Miss IRENE
Frorvicuer, 1923 Manhattan St., North Side, Bellevue, Pa.
ou would lilke sieclal advice write to Lydin E. Pinkham

n, Mass,
rond and answered by ay{lvo’man and held in gtrict confidence.

I tried several doctors and

The first bottle helped, X kept

Your letter will be opened,

Surely Not the Old Crowd.

“Ah, my boy,” said the milllonaire,
“1 hear that you are going the pace
that kills.”

“Pshaw! Don't believe everything
you hear, dad,” answered the gilded
youth. “I've been told that my esca-
pades are nothing as compared to
yours when you were a young man.'

“Ahem! That's absurd, I—er—
Who have you been running with, any-
how ?"

STOP EATING MEAT IF
KIDNEYS OR BACK HURT

Take a Glass of Salts to Clean Kid-
neys If Bladder Bothers You—
Meat Forms Urlo Acid.

Eating meat regularly eventually
produces kidney trouble in some form
or other, says a well-known authority,
because the uric acid in meat axcites
the kidneys, they become overworked;
got sluggish; clog up and cause all
sorts of distress, particularly backanche
and misery in the kidney region; rheu-
matic twinges, severe headaches, acid
stomach, constipation, torpld liver,
sleeplessness, bladder and uninary fr-
ritation.

The moment your back hurts or ledd-
neys aren't acting right, or if bladder
bothers you, get about four ounces of
Jad Salts from any good pharmaey;
take a tablespoonful in a glass of
water before breakfast for a few days
and your kidneys wlill then act fine,
This famous salts is made from the
acld of grapes and lemon Julce, com-
bined with lithia, and has been uged
for generations to flush clogged kld-
neys and stimulate them to normal
actlvity; also to neutralize the acids in
the urine so it no longer irritates, thus
ending bladder disorders,

Jad. Salts cannot injure anyone;
makes a dellghtful effervescent lithin-
water drink which millions of men and
women take now and then to keep the
kidnoys and urinary organs clean, thus
avolding serious kidney disease.—Adv,

Imports of Irance durlng the firat
half of 1915 were $710,000,000, a de-
croease of §181,800,000 from a year ago,

The Quinine That Does Not Affect Head
Because of its tonic and laxative affact, 1L.AXA-
TIVE BROMO QUININE is better than ardivary
quining and can be taken by anyone, 25¢,

A man never knows whut a woman

Best Place.
“1 want my advertisement put next
to pure reading matter."”
“All right; we'll put it right next
to the most sensational murder on
the page."”

RHEUMACIDE FOR RHEUMATISM.
A few people still imagine that
Rheumatism can be cured by outward
applications, but the best medical
sclence today recognizes the necessity
of internal treatment to eliminate ex-
cess uriec acld and Rheumaclde does
this. Your drugglst keeps llt.—Ar]v.

Its Class.

“What did you say when the author
asked yeu what you thought of that
rotten open-fireplace episode in his
play?"”

“Told him no lle—said 1 thought it
was o grate scene.”

“CASCARETS” ACT
ON LIVER: BOWELS

No sick headache, biliousness,
bad taste or constipation
by morning.

Get a 10-cent box.

Are you keeping your bowaels, liver,
and stomach clean, pure and fresh
with Cascarets, or merely forcing a
Dassageway every few days with
Salts, Cathartic Pills, Castor Oll op
Purgative Waters?

Stop having a bowel wash-day. Let

Cascarots thoroughly cleanse and reg-
ulate the stomach, remove the gour
and fermenting food and foul gages,
take the excess bile from the liver
and carry out of the system all the
constipated waste matter and polsons
in the bowels.

A. Cagearet to-night will make you
feel great by morning. They work
while you sleep—never gripe, sicken
or cause any inconvenience, and cost
only 10 cents a box from your store.
Milllons of men and women take a
Cascaret now and then and never
have Headache, Biliousness, Coated
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour Stomach or
Constipation. Adv. .

thinks of him-—nor does ghe.

Matrimonial bondg are always a
source of revenue to ministera,

Vick's “Vap-O.Rub” Salve Relisves by
Inhalation and Absorption.
No Dosing.

No need to take internal medicines or
habit forming drugs for these troubles,
Whon Vick's ©* Vap-O-Rub” Balvo is applied
to the heat of tho hnd(, aoothing, moedi.
eated vapora arn relensed that arve inhaled

New Treatment for B}onchitis,
Asthma, Catarvh and Head Colds

the lunga. In addition, Viok's is absorbed

through the ‘skin, relieving the tightness
and soroness, o
Viok's can be aplﬂlm‘l over tho throat andl
chest and covered with a warm fiannal
cloth~-or a littlo put up the -nou

melt a littlo in o spoon and inhale tha vi. i

i}om axising, Also for Asthma and Tia
“vver, Tub Viek's well over the apinal ov

all night long throngh the air pasea 19 ‘:0'

VICK'S™

umn to rolax the nervous tension,
Boe, or $1.00, { Hhei
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